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The Tragedie 

Thou hadft catd nac allthefe bitter names. 

gu.Mar.Wby fo I did,but k>oke for no reply ; 

O let me make the period to my curfe. 

Gig . T is done by me and ends by Margaret, felfc, 

gu. Thus haue you breathed your curfe againft your 
gujjift. Poore painted Quecne, vaine flouridi ofmyfor- 
Why ftrewft thou fugcr on that botled fpider, (tunes' 
Whofe deadly web infnarcththee about ! 

Foole.foole, thou whetft a knife to kill thy fclfc, 

T he time will come when thou ihaltwifh forme, 

To helpc thcecurfe that poifoned hunchbackt toade. 

Haft. Falfe boadingwomanjend thy frantick curfe, 

Lealt to thy harmc thou moouc our patience. 

get.CM.. Foule fharac vpon ydu,you haue all mou’d mine. 
Ri. Wercycu well ierud you would be taught your duty. 
ftlu.Ma.lo ferue me wcll,you all Ibould docme dutie. 
Teach meto be your Queenc, and you my fubiefts: 
Oferue me well, and teach your felues thardutie. 
Dor/.Difpute not with her,fhe» lunatique. 
gu.M. Peace maifler Marquetfe,you are malapert, 
Yom fire-new ftampeof honour isfcarce currant : 

O that your young nobibtie could iudge. 

What t were toloofe itiand be miferablc ? 

They that Hand high.haue many blafts to (liake them, 
And if they fail they dalh themfeiues to peeccs. 

C/o Goodcounfell marry, l came it,lcarne it Marques. 
.D^Ittoucheth you(roy Lord)as much as me. , 
f//< 7 .Yea,and much more,butl was borne fo high, 
Ouraiery buildeth in the Caedat stop, 

And dallies with the windc,and fcorncs the iunne. 

Qa.Ma. And turnes the 5 unne to (hade, alas, alas, 
WitneS my funne,nOw in the (hade of death, 

Whofe bright outlhining beames, thy cloudie wrath, 

Hath in eternall darkenclTe foulded vp: 

Your aicrie buildeth in our aciries nealt. 

O God that feeft it,doe not fuffer it: 

As it was won with blood, loft be it fo. .. 

■ yfr^Haue done for fhame, if not for charitie. 

gu.MV rge neither charitie nor fhame to me. 
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e^nd lharoe u y y. v ftume , 

^nmytamc i&lliiuemyl farrow*' r.ge. 

T^O°?rtnccly Buckingham, MkUrc.hyh.nd, 

Now faire befill thec,and thy princely houfe 
Thy garments arc not lpotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compalfeof my curfe. 

Zcl N or no one here, for curfes neuer palfe 

The lms ofthem that breath them in theatre. 

9u,Ma,\\e not beleeue but they afeend the skie, 

J^d there awake Gods gentle Heaping peace. 

O Buckingham beware of yonder dog, 

Looke when hefawnes, he bites, and when he » 

His venome tooth willrankle thee to death, 

Haue not doe with him.beware of mm : 

Smnc, death, and hell hauefet their markes on him. 

And all their minifters attend on hum 

GVo.What doth (he fay my Lord of Buckingham . 

Suck. Nothing that Irefped my gracious Lortf . 

Q Ma. Whatdoeft thoufeomemefor my gentle coun- 
Awfto othd the dwell that I warne thee from ! 

0 but remember this another day. 

When he fliall fplit thy very heart with forrow, 
e^/nd fay poorc Margaret was a Propheteile : 

Liuceach of you, the fubietts of his hate, 
gsfnd he to you, and all of you to Gods. 

Haft. My haire doth ftand on end to heare hercurlcs. 

R iu. Ana fo doth mine,l wonder fhees at libertie, 

Gl«. I cannot blame her by Gods holy mother. 

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof that I haue done . 

Haft. I neuer did her any to my kngwlcdge. 

Gle. But you haue all the vantage of this wrong. 

1 was too hot to doefomebody good. 

That is too colde in thinking of it now: 

Marry as for. Clarence, he is well repaid, 
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